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the girl, and bared her legs, I was struck first by the swarms of maggots and vermin. Then I saw that the girls legs were furrowed with ugly wounds and gashes, and that her ankles and feet were skinless and swollen and putnd I covered her again. The girl, tossing in pain, did not notice my brief examination
I then unbuttoned her coat There was a small nbixm on her blouse. The nbbon was red and white, the Order of the Cross of Valor. I stared at the girl with a new feeling of kinship. She was from the Home Army. But who was she and where from?
Dr. Gregory was the man to see at once, I burst into Barrack 8. Gregory was sitting there, smoking a cigarette casually, too casually, it seemed to me. I looked around. The Gestapo chief was pa\mg a little visit to Barrack 8. I suppressed the exciting news We waited, talking about the weather and my cold. Finally the Gestapo-man left
"I found a girl in Barrack 2, one of ours. It s a dreadful case," I said breathlessly. "I must bring her here. And, please, Gregory, get a clean sheet somewhere and plenty of hot water. It is an exceptional case, I tell} ouu We must save her/*
Dr. Gregory nodded his scarecrow head,
"All right. Bring her in," he said curtly.
I myself wrote out the 7Jettel (order) directing the girl to the hospital" which Barrack 8 was supposed to be. I asked Maria, the nurse, to help me cany the girl from Barrack 2 to Barrack 8.
Dr. Gregory came over to the stretcher we had brought Suddenly, I saw ike nonchalance wither on his face. He grew pale, terribly pale, as he looked at the girl The hard bones of his tight faws stood out on his face He wrung his hands till I saw bis knuckles get as white as his face. Then, as he was still looking at the girl, tears began to roll down his cheeks. A terrible curse escaped from his Mps. He fast stood there and looked* The girl was still nncoascious.